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	Mixed up in Murder

**Mixed up in Murder**

**Chapter 1**

With every jolt of the elevator, the agitation and anxiety grew in Kate's chest. She hated the feeling of not being able to get to her best friend sooner; it was like, despite her best efforts, she could never be enough to protect the people she loved from pain.

Obviously there was nothing she could do about Lanie and Javier's breakup, she knew that, but that didn't stop the feeling of guilt that overcame her whenever she thought about how upset Lanie must feel.

Kate's a cop, she can throw herself in front of a bullet for her best friend any day, but when it comes to matters of the heart, the badge and gun are useless. And in Kate's humble opinion, that sucked.

Without even bothering to announce herself, Kate finds the spare key and let's herself into the familiar apartment.

"What are you doing here?" Kate barely even flinched at the less-than-warm greeting. She's known Lanie for so long, she's more than used to the fact that whenever the woman is hurt, she acts like a massive bitch. It's almost like a coping mechanism.

"Because I'm your friend, I care about you, and I'm here for you, even when you act like you hate everyone just to hide the fact that you're upset." The retort falls from Kate's lips so effortlessly, it's like she does this every weekend. And sometimes it feels that way too.

With a long sigh, Lanie finally relaxes, shuffling into the open arms of her best friend, and lets her well-constructed guard fall down with a soft- but noticeable- sob. "I'm sorry. I just don't know what I'm supposed to do now, Kate. We broke up. I mean, I know we hated each other half the time, and when we didn't hate each other we barely saw each other, but I just never expected us to break up."

"I know Lane, nobody expects that." With a comforting stroke to the top of Lanie's hair, Kate guided the two of their entangled bodies down to the couch, "And I'm so sorry about what happened, but I'm here, and I'm willing to be a shoulder to cry on for as long as you need it."

For a moment, Lanie just breathed, letting the tears fall and relishing in the quiet comfort of just having somebody there. Then she lifted her head, an odd look on her features.

"How did you even know what happened? I'm not even supposed to be here, I'm supposed to be staying at Esposito's apartment until tomorrow."

Kate bit her lip, unsure about how Lanie would react to what she was about to admit, "Javier called me after you left. He wanted someone to check on you," Lanie rolled her eyes, thinking to herself 'Obviously not enough to come and see me himself' But, as if she could read the woman's mind, Kate pointedly added; "someone you wouldn't slam the door on."

Lanie knew she had no way to argue Kate's point, instead turning to blatant denial; "Why the hell would he do that? I haven't exactly left him with a lot of reasons to care." It sounded a lot more pitiful than intended, but there was truth to her words.

Frowning, Kate tried to convince her that Javier did still care about her, because if there was anything she needed to be reminded of right now, it was that fact. "Just because he's not your boyfriend anymore doesn't stop him from being your friend. He still cares, a lot. We all do."

Rolling her eyes, Lanie realised what she knew should have been obvious from the beginning. "Castle and Ryan are at Espo's right now, aren't they." And, by the look Kate gave her, Lanie knew that she didn't even need to hear an answer.

* * *

><p>Fists pounded heavily against the dark wooden door of Javier's apartment, breaking him out of his trance-like state. Blinking back the bleariness in his eyes, he roughly swiped at the tears on his cheeks.<p>

Detective Esposito is many things, courageous, silly, intelligent, strong and highly trained, but he is not a crier. And he would argue this point until the day he dies.

"Esposito! Let us in." It wasn't difficult to detect the apprehension in Richard Castle's voice, and Javier bit back the angry reply forming on his tongue. Maybe if he keeps his mouth shut and ignores the knocking, it'll eventually go away.

"Don't think I won't break the door down if I have to. We know you're in there, and you know how much I hate it when you ignore me." Espo could've laughed out loud when he heard his partner's voice. Of course Ryan would be here too; he's never respected boundaries before, so what would make him start now?

As predictable as his partner may be, even Javier knows that ignoring him would be a bad move, so he grudgingly formulates an acceptable response; "You want me to let you in, just so you can remind me how much I've fucked up? No thanks, I'll take my chances behind the door.."

He wanted to tell them to fuck off, not sound like a heartbroken teenager, now they'll never leave him alone. However, his wobbly voice seemed to at least calm Kevin down a little bit.

"We don't want to yell at you-" He begins, but is soon interrupted by Castle.

"Well we do, but-"

Ryan raises his voice, trying to drown out Castles unhelpful addition to the discussion, "Just let us in, you need friends right now."

'_The only thing I need right now is a drink_' Javier thinks to himself, repelled by the thought of 'needing friends.' Has he really let himself become that needy?

Determined to prove his 'independence' to his friends, Javier snaps back at them, still facing the closed door; "I don't want to cry on your shoulders and listen to sad songs, so you can just go."

There is an audible sigh, "We aren't expecting a slumber party, we just need to make sure that you don't do anything stupid." Obviously Ryan is getting bored of yelling through the door, as he finally shoves at it one last time, giving Javier no choice but to let them in, unless he wants to end up without a front door..

"Kate sent us." Castle admits, looking slightly afraid of Javier's scowl.

"Of course she did." He mutters, slamming the door; "fucking Beckett."

Ryan finally seems to lose his patience, shoving Javier back into the wall, practically growling in his face. "What the fuck man? Are you insane? You let that girl go again."

Before the angry Irishman can inflict any physical damage to his partner, Castle is pulling him away, keeping him firmly in his grasp, while Javier cautiously steps out of the way, genuinely afraid of the animal-like look on his features.

"I thought you said you weren't here to yell at me?" His accusation should have held more venom, but something tells him that retaliating isn't the best course of action right now.

Castle really doesn't want to have to calm down two violent cops, he's only a writer! He's barely managing to stop Kevin from breaking free. "Just let him get it out of his system, he's been pissed since Kate called. Damn near killed us on the way over here."

Finally breaking out of Rick's arms, Ryan lashes out at Esposito again. "I thought you were smarter than this dude! How could you break up with Lanie? You're so frustrating!"

That one hurt, and it shows on Javier's face, and he finally settles down and begins to explain what happened. " We just can't stop arguing over where our relationship is going. I just feel like I care more about us than she seems to. She gets so freaked out every time we start to become even close to a serious commitment, I just figured it would be easier to just end it."

Castle frowns, "How does that make anything better?" Javier sighs, refusing to look up from the hands clasped in his lap.

"I've let her off the hook now, she doesn't have to worry about me tying her down. It was obvious she doesn't want that any time soon. I was just wasting my time trying to convince myself of anything else..."

* * *

><p>Barely hiding her tired yawn, Kate gratefully accepts the coffee handed to her by Rick, planting a subtle kiss on his cheek in silent thanks. She's already focused on the new case, and together they walk into the dark parking structure.<p>

"Hey, Perlmutter. I thought Lanie would be on this case?" Kate greets the medical examiner, eyebrows quirked in confusion. Perlmutter my not be that bad, but that doesn't stop the flash of disappointment when her best friend isn't stood by the body as expected.

Scowling, the grumpy doctor barks his response, not even acknowledging the greeting, "She should be, but she dumped it on me last minute."

"Any reason why?" The detective's voice is filled with caution, sensing his irritation.

"Don't know, don't care."

Both Beckett and Castle roll their eyes, and finally the writer breaks the awkward pause, "Weird."

"Yeah, I'll call her later. For the moment, what can you tell us about the vic?" Whatever distraction there was, Kate easily shook it off, refocusing on the previously ignored body.

"39 year old white male, GSW to the chest and blunt force trauma to the skull."

"Was there a struggle?" Kate asks, eyeing the body in thought.

"Not from the looks of it. All I can say right now is that whoever shot this guy got a pretty good hit to the side of his head, possibly knocking him off balance long enough to shoot. Here's the thing though, the blow couldn't have come from behind. Our vic saw it coming."

Kate furrows her brow, obviously trying to piece together a theory, helpfully assisted by her partner; "Maybe he knew the killer."

"It seems that way, but I'll need to get him back to the lab before I can tell you anything else."

"Okay Thanks" Kate tries to appeal to the doctor's good nature, already knocked off balance by his earlier comments.

"Yeah whatever, I had plans.." Castle and Beckett both shake their heads at the same time, walking away from the body towards Ryan, who is just hanging up the phone.

"Hey Beckett, Castle. We've got uniforms checking for anything we may have missed, and Espo and I are about to go and look for neighbours or anyone who could have seen or heard something." As usual, the Irish detective is organised and business-like, similar to Beckett.

"Sounds good, what about cameras? Anything so far?" Kate asks, eyes already scanning the surrounding walls.

"Security on the building is almost nonexistent; the only camera is on the main entrance, too far away to have caught anything to do with the murder. Plus, the killer was probably smart enough to use one of the other entrances, but we're gonna check nearby traffic cams as soon as possible."

Castle's thoughts drift back to the victim, "What was he doing out here? Empty parking structure, no security…"

"Im sure he wasn't selling Girl Scout cookies, Castle. Whatever he was doing, that could be what got him killed." Kate is quick to finish Castles theory, as if they share the same mind.

Quick footsteps echo behind the three people, and they all turn to watch Javier catch up to them, seemingly with an answer to Kate's implied question "As soon as we get an ID we'll be able to find out what, but there was nothing on his body, his drivers licence was fake and so were all of his credit cards."

"We'll run his prints, but in the meantime I wanna walk the perimeter before we head back. Maybe we'll get lucky and find something out of place." Kate nods in appreciation to her two NYPD partners, wordlessly leading Rick out of the building.

* * *

><p>Back at the precinct, Kate and Rick are stood in front of the murder broad, sipping coffee and trying to piece together what few pieces of evidence they have to go on so far. "I hate having an empty murder board. We don't even know who our vic is. What is taking so long to get those prints?" Kate asks, frustration seeping ever-so-slightly into her voice.<p>

"Our killer didn't exactly leave much for us to go on." All they had so far was a napkin, some sweet wrappers and a broken pen, found either on the body or nearby. CSU hasn't even finished their sweep of the building yet.

"Maybe you could let him know for next time. You know, once we find out who did this." Kate remarks sarcastically, easily making fun of her boyfriend and partner.

"Ha ha. What I mean is, why go to the trouble of getting rid of the evidence? If it were you, and you'd just shot somebody, you'd wanna be out of there pretty quick."

"So our killer is experienced, or just really paranoid."

"He should be, we're on the case."

Kate laughs, "I don't know whether to be flattered or complain about the size of your ego."

"Both."

Kate rolls her eyes, turning away from Castle to answer her now-ringing phone.

"Beckett… Okay thanks Espo."

Immediately, Castle perks up, looking hopeful "Was that our ID?"

"Yeah… Andrew Drake." Kate replies, accepting the red pen Castle passes to her to write the name on the murder board.

The moment Kate looks towards his desk, Kevin walks out of the break room with a mug in his hand, " Hey Ryan," Kate calls, "can we get a background check on Andrew Drake? And look for any family or next of kin."

"Sure." Kevin calls back, effortlessly sitting at his desk and putting his coffee down to use his computer.

Before he's even finished typing the name, he looks back up, a strange look on his features. "I know that name."

Castle raises his eyebrows, leaping for any possible leads, "Maybe you knew him when you worked in Narcotics? That would explain the creepy parking lot"

Humming slightly, the detective looks away thoughtfully, "Maybe. Anyway, Andrew Drake; No priors, and no next of kin, but he has a business partner listed as Stacey Miller, she might know something."

Kate scribbles the name in her notebook not even looking back up as she speaks, "How can I find her?"

"The office is outside the city, but I have an address." Without missing a beat, he starts to copy the address down for Kate.

"No phone number?"

Handing the note to Kate, he glances back at his computer. "Not on record. Here's the address."

Pulling her jacket off the back of her chair, Kate beckons Castle toward the elevator. "Thanks Ryan, come on Castle lets go."

* * *

><p>Ringing out across the small bar, the door slammed back against the frame after Kate entered. Sighing, the detective pulled her hair out of the loose ponytail, shaking it out and slipping her coat off. She dropped it on the seat next to her, slumping down at the small table opposite her friend.<p>

"Hey Lanie, sorry I'm late. I had to run down a lead on that new case after I called you, and it took longer than I had expected." She sighed, gratefully accepting her usual drink from one of the bartenders. Dating the owner of a bar does have its perks.

Looks like someone has taken full advantage of those perks, as the usually stone-cold woman's loud, bubbly laugh bursts out. "It's fiiine girl, anything come up?"

Kate groans, obviously not sharing her friend's enthusiasm, "No, financials were a bust, and we can't find a home address, or any family. Our only lead so far was just another dead end- the woman had no idea who he was! She was supposed to be his business partner, this case just makes no sense; the guy's basically off the grid."

Lanie raised her eyebrows inquisitively, leaning forward slightly. "That sucks. Have you found anything else?"

"Not yet, Ryan said something about narcotics, but nothing's turned up. You seem curious? Any reason why you weren't there at the scene?" Kate watches Lanie's face turn from blissfully-tipsy to unsure and surprised, as if the question caught her completely off guard.

Her excuse came almost suspiciously fast, "Oh, no not really. Just a couple personal things to sort out."

"Espo stuff?" Kate's addition sounded casual, however her slightly raised eyebrow and tilted gaze stated otherwise. Even with her interrogation training, she had no idea why the doctor was acting so strangely.

"You could call it that, I guess." At the woman's down-turned gaze, Kate decided it was best not to push it, not at the moment anyway. So instead she switched the conversation topic to something that was aways a crowd-pleaser: complaining about the grumpiest Medical Examiner the twelfth had ever had the good-fortune to work with.

"Well, your timing could have been better. I had Perlmutter whining about you all morning, he's already decided that you're taking his Thanksgiving and Christmas shifts." The gentle smirk that grew on Lanie's lips told Kate that she'd made the right decision, and you could practically feel the tension lift from the air.

Breathing out a low chuckle, Lanie took another swig from her glass, "That guy's an ass. At least I haven't got a boyfriend anymore, I'll have nothing better to do over the holidays."

Somehow they found the conversation taking a turn for the depressing, again. Kate gently rubbed Lanie's shoulder over the sticky table; "I'm sorry, Lane. If it helps, I can't go out to the Hamptons with Castle this year. I got stuck with the Christmas shift too."

"Yeah, whatever. Rick'll probably stay too, he follows you like a lost puppy. " She had intended to make the sentence light hearted, but somehow she managed to sound even more like a heartbroken little girl.

Kate shrugged, "Trust me, he won't. I already promised Alexis I won't tell him until he's on his way there, and if he turns around to come back, I'll shoot him myself."

Lanie rolled her eyes, "I'll help you hide the body."


End file.
